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Guilt and Everclear frothed like lava in Steven's belly, but he refused to care. He didn't know how much longer 


he'd be able to ignore the building catastrophe (especially the Everclear part), but for now he was holding. 


Six days, eight hours, and some odd minutes. Axl still didn't know what Steven had done. 


Slash knew. Steven had spilled the whole story to him the morning after in a sloppy, drunken stupor, full of 
tears and snot-something else Steven still hadn't forgiven himself for. Slash's reaction had gone through four 
distinct phases: "How fucking high are you?" to hysterical laughter to "Holy shit, you're not kidding" to "You're 
not gonna tell him, are you? He'll fucking kill you." 


Then Slash had helpfully advised Steven to get his shit together, stop snotting, and forget it ever happened. "He 


doesn't know and Jenny ain't gonna tell him," he'd said. "Leave it alone and move on" 


And Steven had taken Slash's advice, with a little help from potable lighter fluid and some extra smack. So far 
he'd kept his mouth shut. He couldn't hold onto his sticks some days, and a few times Izzy had taken over the 
drums during practice, but that fucking secret was solidly down in the pit of his stomach. And on the 


occasions when it had tried to slither up the length of his esophagus to his vocal cords, he'd rinsed it back 
down with more of the liquid fire until it remembered its place. 


Today Steven was holding onto his sticks, and even playing. Sure, he was fucking up some and the kick was slow, 
but he was here, and nobody was yelling at him (for the moment). Axl was snarling into his mic, his voice 
shredded from two solid days of nonstop practice. He was wearing cut-off sweatpants and an enormous t- 
shirt that hung low enough to disguise whether or not he was wearing underwear beneath his shorts, and why 


the living fuck was Steven pondering whether or not Axl was wearing underwear? 


He struck the crash and his stick popped up and out of his hand, tumbling to the floor with great flourish. 


Duff ripped the bass from his neck. "Jesus fucking Christ" 


It took lzzy and Slash a moment to fall into silence with the rhythm section. Axl whirled around. 


"Let me guess!" 


"l'm fine, l'm-" 


Steven bent down to find his spectacularly lost stick, but his head swam with the effort of being ninety 
degrees from the floor, and he grabbed a tom with both hands to keep from somersaulting off his stool. 


"Fuck this, I'm going out," Izzy said, pulling his guitar off. 


"Yeah, me too," Duff said. "You coming?" 


It was directed at Slash, who was still wearing his guitar, and whose hands were frozen in place on it. Who was 
staring at Steven as if willing him to magically get his shit together on the spot and simultaneously knowing it 
wasn't going to happen. 


Steven pushed himself up off the tom (without his lost stick), and breathed deeply, attempting to right his 
brain, not just his body. He wanted to tell Slash he was okay, he wasn't falling the fuck apart, that he was fully 


capable of leaving it the fuck alone and moving on. But Slash was already shrugging himself out of his guitar. 


"Yeah, | guess," he was saying. 


And then, shooting a look at Steven that could have been a warning, or disappointment, or hell, maybe nothing 
at all, Steven couldn't fucking tell, Slash left with the others, leaving Steven to the pure ethanol whirlwind inside 
what was left of his brain. 


He might have succumbed to it. Might have allowed himself the blissful oblivion of a blackout then and there, 


went ahead with the somersault onto the floor, except at that moment Axl boomed into his microphone, 


"WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH YOU?" 


Steven's body started so hard, it wrenched a charley horse into his neck "Fucking ow" he mumbled, rubbing at 
the offending muscle. 


"Earth to fucking Rocket Man," Axl said, his voice a normal volume this time because he had left his mic and 


was now approaching Steven. "You trying to get kicked out of the band, or what?" 


‘lm sorry, I'm gettin my shit together." 


"It doesn't look like you're getting your shit together. It looks like more than half this band just walked out the 
fucking door because you can't play." 


The Everclear gave an almighty lurch in Steven's gut. Barely swallowing it back in time, Steven said, "I said | 


was moving on I'm fine." It sounded kinda wrong to his whooshing ears, but he couldn't tell exactly how. 


"Fuck do you mean you're ‘moving on'? Moving on from what?" Axl demanded. 


Shit. That was how. 


Before Steven could will his stupid drunk mouth to open up and spit out some asshole retort about how it 


wasn't Axl's fucking business, or 


Jesus 


anything 


come on 


Axl was standing right in front of his kit, the blaze of his eyes something Steven could see even through all 
the layers of chemical stupefaction 


"Start talking," he said. 


"Ym- 


"Start fucking talking," Axl hissed, and punched the ride so hard it toppled up and over two speakers and a 
shitty folding chair. It landed with a final ugly clang, the feet of its stand leaning against the back of the chair. 


Steven stared at it, silent. In a moment of clarity, he realized that even if he were struck suddenly sober, he 


wouldn't know what to say. 


"Well?" Axl said. 


Lips numb (either from booze or fear or both), Steven said, "It wasn't Jenny under the table, it was me. Or it 


was Jenny at first, but then it was me. | don't know why | did it" 


Axl's eyes continued burning holes in Steven's body, only now his chest was pitching from the adrenaline of 
attacking the cymbal, and come to think of it, with the cymbal gone, there was just that much less protection 
between them. 


Steven couldn't tell if Axl didn't believe him, or if he didn't know what he was talking about and was trying to 


understand. Or if he was simply measuring the other man up for how best to hurt him. 


Finally, Axl leaned in and growled through his teeth, "I know, you fucking idiot” 


Steven's forearms were halfway up to protecting his head when the statement penetrated the fog shrouding 


his brain. He waited with his arms awkwardly raised, letting the words sink in for a minute. 


"l-you know? What do you mean, you know?" 


"| mean, | know, dumbass. | had one beer that night, and you fuckers couldn't walk straight. You think you were 
actually pulling one over on me? Fucking dipshits. And put your fucking arms down, you pussy!" 


Letting his arms down slowly, like it might be a trick, or something he heard wrong, Steven squinted up at Axl. 
The force of the admission was like sunlight to his blurry eyes. 


"Sober the fuck up," Axl spat. "Pull yourself together. And then go find the other members of this band since 


its your dumbass fault they're gone." 


"0-okay,” Steven said, and watched Axl turn and walk out. 


For maybe five full minutes, he just sat there, waiting for the other man to come back and beat the shit out 
of him. But nothing happened. 


Except for the questions. All the questions that were starting to pierce the brain haze. 


But right now Steven had to puke. And try to pick up some pieces he'd scattered. The questions would have to 
wait. 


END 


